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difchargedtoo, 

A nd,good my lord,{o pleafe you,let our traines 
March by vs, that wc may pcrufc the men. 

We (hould haue coap’t withall. 

'Bzfiop Go, good Lord Haftings, 

And ere they be difmift,let them march by, enter WefttnerlanA 
c Prtnce \ truft Lords we thal lie to night togither; 

Now coofin .wherefore {lands our army fill? 

Weft- The Leaders hauing chargefrom you to fland, 

W il not goe off vntil they heare you fpeake. 

^J l ” cc Tl^vknow their dueties. enter Haftinet 

Hastings My lord, our army is difpcrfl already. 

Like youthful! fleeres vnvoakt they take their courfes, 

Eaft, weaft, north, fouth, or like a fchoole broke vp. 

Each hurries toward his home, and fporting place. 

fVeft. Good tidings my lord Haftings, for the which 
1 do areft thee traitor ofhigh treafon. 

And you lord Archbifliop,and you lord Mowbray, 

Of capitall treafon I attach you both. 

CMowbray Is this proceeding iuft and honorable? 

TPefi. Isyourafleroblyfo? 

Bijbop will you thus breake your faith? 

Prince I pawnde thee none, 
l promift you redrefle of thefe fame grieuances 
Whereof you did complaine, whi ch bv mine honour 
I will performer ith a moft chriftian care. 

But for you rebels, lookc to taftc the due 
Meete for rebellion: 

Moft fhallowly did you thefe armes commence. 

Fondly brought heere,andfooIifhly fent hence. 

Strike vp ourdrummcs,purfuethc fcattred ftray: 

God, and not we, hath fafely fought to day: 

5ome guard this traitourto the blocke of death, 

Treafons true bed,and yeelder vp of breath. 

osPlarum Enter F alftajfte excursions 

Fa(. whats your name fir, ofwhat condition are you, and 
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° f a Knight Gr , and my name is Coleuile of the 


Fal, well then,Colleuile is your name, a Knight is your de- 
cree and your place the dale : Coleuile fhalbeftill your name, 
a traitor your degree, & the dungeon your place, a place deep 
enough, fo fhall vou be fill C olieuile of the Dale. 
rX Arc not you fir John Falftaffe?_ , 

fa/ Atf good a man as he fir, who ere I ana : doeyeyeelde 
fir or fhall Ifweatfor you? if I doe fweate, they arethe drops 
of thv louers, and they weepe for thy death, therefore rowzc 
vpfeare and trembling, and do obferuancetomy mcrcie. 
Colie. 1 think you are fir Iohn Falftaffe,and in that thoght 

^ Fal. I haue a whole fchoole of tongs in this belly of mine, 
and not a tongue of them all fpeakes any other word but my 
name, and 1 had but a belly of any indifference,! were Amply 
the moftattiue fellow in Europe : my womb, my wombe,my 
womb vndoes me,hecre comes our Generali. 

Enter John TVeftmerland,and the reft. Rctraite 

lohn The hcate is part, follow no further now. 

Call in the powers good coofin W eftmerland. 

Now Falftaffe, where haue you beene all this while? 

When euery thing is ended, then you come: 

Thefe tardy trickes of yours wil on my life 
One time or other breake forne gallowes backe. 

Fal. I would beefory my lord, but it fhoulde bee thus : I 
neuer knew yet but Rebuke and Checke , was the rewarde of 
Valor: do youtbinkeme afwallow,an arrow, or a bullet?baue 
I in my poore and old motion the expedition of thought ? I 
haue fpeeded hither with the very extrearoeft inch ofpoffibi- 
lity, I haue fbundred ninefcorc and od poftes, and here trauell 
tainted as I am , haue in my pure and immaculate valour, ta- 
ken fir Iohn Colleuileofthe Dale, a moft furious Knight and 
valorous enemy, : but what of that? he fawe me, and yeeided, 
that I may iuftly fay with tire hooke-nofde fellow of Rome, 
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